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crouching face to face under the shadow of the gate
on either side, looked like two high-reliefs in bronze
keeping watch and ward on a triumphal arch.
Women were coming down the street which,
straight and steep as a ladder, links the great arch-
way with the upper town. Seated on one of the
steps beside the lake, I watched their slow approach.
First there was a rhythmic chime of tinkling anklets,
then the bare brown feet came into view under the
summit of the arch, then hems of wide, flounced
skirts ; next the bronze skin of their bellies set in a
glint of silver—the bangles on their swaying arms—
then red bodices, and, last of all the brown veils
draping their shoulders and dangling from their
heads on which were poised, in miraculous equili-
brium, three or four shining brass pots, one above the
other. At last I had a full view of each in the
brave light that beat upon the threshold of the arch ;
then, as they passed under its shadow, I saw them
outlined statue-like in monochrome, figures of
antique beauty posed between the massive heads
of the recumbent oxen. Now they stepped forth
again into the light quite near the place where I
was seated and, as she caught sight of me, each
with a calm, dignified gesture drew her veil across
her face.
As they came down the stairway towards the
lake their anklets tapped each step with a clear
bell-like sound. Squatting at the water's edge, they
carefully rinsed out the water-pots, replenished
them, and with a graceful sweep of their arms re-
placed them on their heads. Slowly they rose erect,
the muscles of their necks taking the full weight of
the brimrning chatties with little sign of strain ;
then, unhurrying, they climbed back citywards.
To the right of the steps, nestling at the foot of

